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from Tartessus, and Punic guinea-fowls, fluttered about. The gardens, uncultivated for so long a time, had grown rank with verdure ; the colocynth sprang up through the "branches of the cassia trees ; the dragon - wort sprinkled the rose-fields ; all species of vegetation formed tangled bowers, and the sun's rays, descending slantingly, outlined here and there upon the ground, as in a wood, the shadow of a leaf.
The domestic animals having become wild, bounded away at the slightest noise. Sometimes a gazelle might be seen dragging with its little black hoofs the peacocks' feathers scattered about. The noise of the distant city was lost in the murmur of the waves. The sky was perfectly blue ; not a sail appeared on the sea.
Narr' Havas ceased speaking. Without responding, Salammbo looked at him. He wore a linen robe over which flowers were painted, with a golden fringe at the hem ; and two silver arrows held back his hair, braided close against his ears. He rested his right hand on the wooden shaft of a pike ornamented with bands of electrum and tufts of hair.
In contemplating him a host of thoughts absorbed her. This young man, with a sweet voice and feminine figure, captivated her eyes by the grace of his fine person, and he seemed like an elder sister sent by the Baals to protect her. The memory of Matho seized her; she did not resist the desire to inquire what had become of him.
Narr* Havas responded that the Carthaginians were advancing on Tunis, in order to capture huu.